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II. THE STORY OP ALGERNON STEELE
" IT was long before the Mutiny days
That 1 rode with Slasher's Horse. I was captain then, and 'tis vain to hide That Bertie Long was the joy and pride Of the whole of her Majesty's force.
"A nice, decent sort were the Slasher's mess,
Except for young Algernon Steele, Our very last joined and most dandified sub, Who thought of creation he was the hub And the rest of us flies on the wheel,
" I detest a man who gives himself airs
He's often an ass infernal. But such was our Algernon, head to foot, And often I've longed to give him the boot
In return for his cheek eternal.
" An eye-glass he wore and a silly smile,
And his teeth were remarkably prominent His face was the colour of unbaked dough, But a very long nose like the beak of a crow Was the feature which you'd call dominant,